ACT I                  PRIVATE    LIVES
VICTOR : Don't you like it ?
AMANDA :   A bit hearty, isn't it ?
VICTOR :  Do you love me ?
AMANDA :   Of course, that's why Pm here.
VICTOR :  More than------
AMANDA :  Now then, none of that
VICTOR : No, but do you love me more than you
loved Elyot?
AMANDA : I don't remember, it's such a long time
ago.
VICTOR :  Not so very long.
AMANDA (flinging out her arms] :  All my life ago.
VICTOR : I'd like to break his damned neck.
AMANDA (laughing}: Why ?
VICTOR :  For making you unhappy.
AMANDA :  It was mutual.
VICTOR : Rubbish! It was all his fault, you know
it was.
AMANDA : Yes, it was, now I come to tHink about
it.
VICTOR : Swine!
AMANDA :   Don't be so vehement, darling.
VICTOR :   I'll never treat you like that.
AMANDA : That's right.
VICTOR :  I love you too much.
AMANDA :  So did he.
VICTOR : Fine sort of love that is. He struck you
once, didn't he ?
AMANDA :  More than once.
VICTOR: Where?
AMANDA :   Several places.
VICTOR : What a cad.
AMANDA: I struck him too. Once I broke four
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